the prettiest slaves and finest wines and swiftest racers in Rome, and entertain his fawning clients and successful  charioteers, and occasionally give the Roman mob  an additional  spectacle in the amphitheatre.    His  library was   ' like   a  tomb.' It was the  heyday of barbers,  and  cooks, and sorcerers, and charioteers.    A few years earlier, when the city had been threatened with famine, they had  deported from  it all  its  scholars and teachers, but had kept their three thousand singing    girls,   with   their    masters    and    choruses. Macrobius tells a story of one of these patricians, whose slaves had adjusted the folds of his toga with the usual care before he went out.    He was passing through a narrow place with an acquaintance, and the latter brushed against him, and disarranged his precious folds.     He  intrusted  the matter to his lawyers at once—lawyers whom you could swear Dickens had copied line for line from the pages of Ammianus.    These were the lords of Rome in 380, when the Goths were moving restlessly along the frontier of the empire ;  men whose supreme effort was to order a slave three